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SIBLE, BUT WE DISTINCTLY REPUDIATE ALL RESPONSIBILITY FOR SUCH 
IN EVERY CASE. WHERE A PRICE 1S NOT AFFIXED BY THE WRITER, 
CONTRIBUTIONS WILL BE REGARDED AS GRATUITOUS, AND KO SUBSE 
QUENT CLAIM FOR REMUNERATION WILL BE ENTERTAINED. 


A LION IN THE PATH. 





THE lion in politics is a very dangerous 
beast, and just now he is even more fierce 
and than usual. He has taken 
the shape of the tariff question, and both 


truculent 


Democrats and Republicans are afraid to 
pass him by. Certain it is that the question | 
of tariff reform will have to be grappled in 
one shape or another by whichever party 
reaches the White House. It is the burning 
question of the hour, and yet both parties 
shrink from it. Many signs indicate that 
the tariff question will be, as it ought to be, 
a vital one in the impending campaign. It 
has long been an important factor in federal 
polities, and year by year, like the rolling 
snow-ball, it has been gathering weight and 
The Western Republicans, true 
to the traditions of their party, have already 
emblazoned ‘high 


importance. 





, 


protection” on their 
banners in letters which they would find it 
hard to erase even if they desired to do so. 


But how anyone who enjoys the blessings of 


this country, and feels it to be, as any one 
must, the richest in natural resources, and 
far ahead of the rest of the world in every- 
thing except pauperism—how anyone could 
desire to introduce into our midst the curse 
of free trade (whose havoc in England has 
become historical), must remain a mystery 
to everyone except a Democrat thirsting for 
a campaign issue. Even Mr. Randall, voic- 
ing the Democratic cry of a tariff for revenue 
only, yet trims his sails to catch any waver- 
ing gust of the protectionist gale by add- 
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Yet, withal, Fifth 
Avenue is probably the worst paved street in 


sumptuous description. 


the whole metropolis, and that is saying a 
big word. And furthermore, the city is 
afraid to repair it, lest some of the money 
appropriated for the purpose might be stolen. 
This is a nice commentary on our city. Is 
it possible that we have no men public 
spirited enough to accept such a contract 
without looking for more than legitimate 
profit on the transaction. THEJUDGE could 
cite a score of names which would bea guar- 
antee of 
bother 


honesty in themselves, but the 
take the 
trouble to administer a fund, and those who 
would 


is that these men will not 


be willing to serve might not be 
honest. And so Fifth Avenue remains un- 


pa ved. 





MASHERS. 





THE JUDGE has little to say about mash- 
ers, and has already pretty wel! exhausted 
the subject in various recent remarks anent 
the dude. ‘To tell the truth, the masher is 
not a pleasant object of discussion, nor are 
his manners and customs such as to encour- 
age imitation. To quote a witty saying, 
otherwise applied, ‘‘ Manners he has none, 
and his customs are disgusting.” He lives 
to engage the attention of silly women, and 
no monkey antic is beneath him if he can 
but secure his object. He dresses, eats, 
sleeps, lives, moves and has his being with 
this sole object in view. A few very foolish 
women perhaps admire him—some people 
are silly enough for anything—but as a gen- 
eral rule the masher is absolutely and abhor- 
rently disgusting to every human being but 
himself. 
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The heart that now its conduct rends, 

Would then have bled to right it. 
Mr. Tilden’s 
love for his party has ceased to be anything 
more than platonic. 


Sut that is all over now. 
He cannot stand the 
strain as he once could have stood it. It is 
all over, and Mr. Tilden, in active political 
life, nothing more than a 
memory—Mr. Dana and his dreams to the 


will soon be 
contrary notwithstanding. 


THE JUDGE had a visit recently from that 
genial gentleman and able journalist, Mr. 
John T. Clements, formerly of Missouri, and 
now at the helm of the Correspondents’ 
Union and Statistical Bureau, Washington, 
D. C., which is furnishing a spicy synopsis 
of events—political and otherwise—at the 
national capital to upward of five hundred 
leading newspapers, daily and weekly, located 
in every State and Territory throughout the 
Union. THE JUDGE is informed that the list 
is fast increasing. We return thanks for the 
following allusions: 

‘*The appearance of Nast’s cartoons in Jarper's 
Weekly has raised the question as to whether his 
present efforts are equal to those of the campaign 
of 1872. We think they are in every way equal; 
but the fact that since then Tak JupGE and other 
papers have introduced colored cartoons, where more 
grotesque effects can be brought out, presents a rival 
field with which contrasts are drawn, while then he 
The 
perfection to which color printing is carried is some- 
thing marvelous, and although in the business for 
over thirty years, on a recent flying visit to New 
York, being favored with an inside view of the office 
of THe JUDGE, we were more than surprised. In- 
stead of being merely an office for the publication 
of THE JupDGE, we found it to be one of the largest 
and most complete colored printing and photo-litho- 


stood substantially alone and without a rival. 
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graphic establishments in the country, occupying 
Nos. 324, 


326, and 328 Pearl street, where newspa 


per men and others can have all work in these lines | 


most artistically executed. * * * 
Tue JupGE is the best cure for blues we know and 


well worthy its extended patronage.” 





Pass it On. 





Aw Arab came to the river side 
With a donkey bearing an obelisk; 
But he would not try to ford the tide 
For he had too good an * 
— Boston Globe. 
So he camped all night by the river side, 
And remained till the tide had ceased to swell, 
For he knew should the donkey from life subside, 
He would never find his 
—Salem Sunbeam 
In the morning he sought to ford the tide; 
When the donkey stopped at the water to quaff, 
The rider fell off, let the obelisk slide, 
Thus affording a newspaper * 
— Rome Sentinel 
But in the eve when the tide was low 
And the sun had set on the vegetation, 
He stirred up the mule and made it go, 
Nor was he stopped by an ? 


Pittsburgh Commercial- Gazette. 


Soon they reached their journey’s end, 
The mule was frisky under the lash 
And while the girls looked briskly on 
The mule and master cut a —— 
Philadelphia Evening News. 


And a very good impression made; 
Thus filling their hearts with bliss, 

For girls have often donkeys admired 
But this is said in () 


— (Chicago Specimen 


And in all the journey the donkey made 
He did not seem to be weari-ed; 

But the girls were nevertheless afraid 
He was not the mule of the. 


— Newark Dai ly idvertiser. 


But he was cold, this wise old mule, 
Though wise was he as Solon; 
For though his load was kindling wood, 
He did not put the 
— Life. 
So he set forth to find a wife, 
And thought that he would bag her, 
3ut a butcher put an end to his life 
With a cold and piercing + 
—Commercial Advertiser. 
When the master saw that his friend was dead, 
And finished his earthly race, 
In his arms he took the old mule’s head 
For a lingering last 
— Boston Post. 
Like Yorick Sterne in maudlin tears, 
He wept and bawled like a feeble fool, 
For the loss of his grub there may be fears 
As much as the donkey he used to 


— Providence Journal. 


When the rider fell off (and the obelisk rolled), 

He was filled with the greatest vexation, 
And now is the time for the truth to be told 

He emitted a bad ! 

THE OLD story—“ Plaze have pity ona 
poor blind man, yer honer, wid fifteen 
orphan chilher. Divil a sup have I had, 
the day.” 

A BAS-RELIEF—when the 
ished his solo. 


basso has fin- 


THE best skirt-supporter 





a woman. 








THE JUDGE, 


THE EVENTFUL HISTORY OF A SLUGGER. 





WHEN Timothy O’Hagan O’Dwyer first 
opened his vouthful eyes upon a world of 
sin and sorrow, there were no indications of 
the proud and distinguished position he was 
destined to attain. ‘lo be sure, there were 
those who afterwards professed to remember 
that he doubled up his fist very early in life, 
but at the time that circumstance was not 
remarked upon, since it appears to be a 
common characteristic of babies. It was 
not till he was three years old that he 
knocked out his little brother (aged eighteen 
months) in one round and laid the founda- 
tion of his future fame. From this time on 
his progress was rapid. ‘Three or four times 
a week he took his stand in an impromptu 
ring and larruped his opponent effectually, 
if not scientifically. ‘The name of Timothy 
O’Hagan O’Dwyer soon became a terror in 
the neighborhood. 

It has been said by the biographers of this 
great and good man that he never was licked. 
This is quite possible. Indeed, there is only 
one recorded occasion where his opponent 
was able to claim « draw, and it is the 
history of this occasion that we are about to 
write. First, however, we wish to place be- 
fore our readers a few of the more salient 
characteristics of Timothy O’Hagan O’Dwy- 
er. He was a terror from Terrorsville. He 
stood six feet in his—well, he would have 
stood six feet in his stockings if he had ever 
worn any; as it was, he stood six feet with- 
out them. His eyes were small, but that 
gave him an advantage. They could peep 
out of an infinitesimal slit in the swollen 
flesh when some unusually fortunate antago- 
nist succeeded in bunging them up. He 
had a hair lip, which curled fiercely upward 
and left his long yellow fangs exposed, 
which was at once a protection to his mouth 
and a deadly obstacle to him who hit him 
thereon, as the offending fist was invariably 
cut in the operation. His nose was perfectly 
flat on his face, but whether he was born so 
or whether that organ was flattened in one of 
his earlier encounters, we have no means of 
judging. Altogether he was not handsome 
to look upon, but, as his admirers said, he 
was a born fighter. He was also, as we re- 
marked before, a terror from Terrorsyille. 

It would need the pen of a Froissart to do 
justice to his numerous battles. ‘The news- 
paper accounts were meagre, although seem- 
ingly voluminous. His opponent appeared 
to be a mere nine-pin set up to be knocked 
down. Tim O’Dwyer was a hard hitter and 
apparently invincible. He was also a bo- 
nanza to his backer. Finally none could be 
found to stand up against him. The gate 





receipts, so dear to the 
showed a falling off. 
paying a dollar to see him knock out an ad- 


pugilistic heart, 
People grew tired of 
versary. Something had to be done. The 
American enterprise and native genius of 
his backer was equal to the occasion. He 
advertised that Tim O’Dwyer would fight 
four rounds Marquis of Queensbury rules, 
with a mule. 

Interest was now aroused with a vengeance, 
and the public discussed the novel prize 
fight enthusiastically. Sympathy was gen- 
erally felt for the mule, but there were some 
who held to their opinion, founded on many 
a comic paragraph from the national funny 
pen, that a mule could knock out anything 
under heaven, including even a steam engine 
or Timothy O’Hagan O’Dwyer. Mr. Bergh 
attempted to interfere in behalf of the mule, 
but he was laughed down by an indignant 
populace. The sport must go on—and it did. 

Behold the day has come. Public inter- 
est is excited to an extent that causes even 
the imminent presidential election to be for- 
gotten. A mule, the champion kicker of 
the ‘‘Sunny South,” is imported from Ken- 
tucky. His pedigree is duly attested. De- 
scended from a long line of Blue-grass an- 
cestors, with just sufficient admixture of the 
donkey in the last generation to give him 
the requisite staying and kicking qualities, 
he stands resplendent as the one living crea- 
ture worthy to stand before Timothy O’Ha- 
gan O’Dwyer and give him tap for tap. We 
will not quote the betting before the event. 
Both sides had their supporters, and the 
money was put up freely. You could have 
heard a pin drop when the contestants faced 
each other. ‘The usual handshaking was 
dispensed with for obvious reasons, but the 
seconds shook hands instead, just to show 
that there was no ill-feeling. Hard gloves 
were produced and approved, and the rather 
ticklish operation of adjusting them to the 
mule’s feet was successfully accomplished. 
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Timothy O’Dwyer, who had amused the 


audience’ and limbered up his muscles by 
knocking out three or four of the lesser 
lights of the ring, just for pastime and to 
get his blood in circulation, 
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was ready before the mule. And so the 
combatants faced each other. That is, Tim 
faced the mule and the mule turned his hind 


legs towards th > pugi ilist; for thus it is that 
the American mule faces his foe. 

And now, ye muses and graces and mae- 
nids, whoever are supposed to inspi re the 
historian of deeds of a do please irra- 
diate the present wi , for surely no epic 


poet, from Homer down, had ever such a 
fray to sing as we have now to narrate. 
Time was called. soth combatants came 


smiling to the scratch. 

RouND ONE. a O’ Hagan O’ Dwyer 
led off with his left, planting 
body blows on his op mb omen 


some 


heavy 





The latter evidently played a waiting 
game, and without attempting any response, 
took his punishment smiling. ‘The round 
ended in favor of Tim, amid great enthusi- 
asm. Seventy to twenty was freely offered 
on him with no takers. 

Rounp Two. ‘Tim leaped forward at the 
word, and commenced to force the fighting. 
A fierce rally, and the mule broke away anc 
had to be driven from his corner. Tim 


got 








and admiral 


[ADDRESSED TO 


THE JUDGE. 


round one hundred to ten on the O’Dwyer 
was vainly offered. 


RounD THREE. Tim once more attempted 


to force the fighting, but was gamely met by 
the novice. After a moment’s sparring for 
wind, the mule led off with a beautiful right 
hand. ‘Tim received it in the jaw and went 





to grass. First knock down for the novice. 
The betting took a sudden turn and even 
money was staked here and there on the 


novice. Very short odds were attainable. 
Rounp Fourtu AND Last. Tim’s admir- 
noticed that he came up somewhat 
groggy on this round, but he faced 
music gamely and sparred cautiously for an 
opening. ‘The novice forced the fighting 


ers 


and got in a daisy on Tim’s_ breadbasket. 
At this point the police interfered, and the 
battle was decided a draw. It was this inci- 
dent which our artist has seized for his prin- 


It was a be 


ly contested. 


cipal illustration. 
} 


vautiful fight 


Timothy O’Hagan O’Dwyer has since re- 
tired from the ring and complains of dys- 
pepsia. 





**On the Road. 
MRS. LANGTRY, ON 
TWENTY-FIVE MILE 


HEARING OF 


HER RECENT WALK. | 


IF it be true, pale flower of Jersey,” 
This tale ’ they tell— 


That thou hast donned the cloth of kersey 


that on ‘‘ the Square 


And turned pedestrienne—’tis well. 


W hen fortune smiles on ‘‘ combinations,’ 
And paying houses greet the * 
The 


In all the pomp of Pullman cars. 


stars,” 
actors ride between their stations 


But when, alas! in long succession 
Poor one-night towns show benches bare, 
The treasury’s extreme depression 


Forbids the payment of a fare. 


When sheriffs round the wardrobe hover, 
And railroad men refuse to talk, 
Oh, then the player folk discover 


The one 


Full oft’ face the 
On towpath or on rai'road tie, 


course left them is—to walk 


they stormy weather 


Till on the foot the upper leather 
Alone is left to keep it dry 


I trust no fate like this thou'rt sharing 


On far Ohio’s prairie tracts. 








the | 





| admitted that he 


Yet, thou art wise to be preparing 

j For all thy chosen art exacts 
HENRY TYRRELL. 
| **WuHatcomes after T?” asked ateacher of | 
| a small boy who was learning the alphabet. 
} ‘*You do, sir, to see sister Josie.” There | 
| was an audible titter among the more ad- 
in a hot one on the novice’s potato trap, | vance d pupils which, of course, was quickly 
| and, after a succession of fine rallies at half | suppressed. 

arm, fought him down to his corner. Time | a oe 
| ninety seconds. At the conclusion of this A LEADING SOCIETY BELLE—libel. 
| 
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Heraclitus 
New York. 


respects 
he did in 
gone up to London for a few days, 
and I am glad to be 
I am not a bit 
most assiduous in his endeavors to make the 


I DECLARE, in some 
behaved worse than 
He’s now 
alone. 

for the Baron is 


lonesome, 


time pass pleasantly, and there have been 
lots of weddings, &c., to attend. 
Mile. Nevada’s appearance opera wus 


a great event, but it does seem as if nothing 
of importance could ever occur in the Ameri- 


can colony without Mrs. Mackay having a 
finger in the pie. She made herself notori- 
ous when Miss Nevada took it into her head 
to become a Roman Catholic, and she sent 
the prima donna enough flowers on her first 
night, to turn the Pantheon into a green 
house as Sir Peter Teazle says in ‘‘ The 


School for Scandal.” 

I sent some flowers, too, and, as the Baron 
says, they were much more choice and more 
artistically arranged than were Mrs. Mackay’s, 
but, of course, no mention was made of my 
gift in the paper. 

I’ve got my eye on a young American girl 
here, that hasa fine voice, without the means 
to properly cultivate it, and I’ve tried to 
coax Heraclitus to let me take her up, edu- 
cate her, and in short become her patron 
saint, 

As he considers all my projects silly, he 
won’t listen to me at all, and so I am forced 
to give up one thing after another. 

I went to Prince Ploniatonski’s wedding, 
and my dress was just lovely. Miss Godard 


was rather a good looking bride, and the 
presents were lovely. But the Ely mines 


in Vermont would have made me hi appy 
without the encumbrance of a prince P——i. 

I didn’t enjoy the wedding though half as 
much as I had expected to, for Heraclitus 
and I had scarcely finished a violent quarrel 
when it was time to go. 

The night before, Heraclitus had been out 
on some kind of aspree. At all events he 
forgot to come home till about 3 o’clock a.» 
and when he arrived he found me up read- 


ing Marie Colombier’s Bernhardt book. 
Heraclitus some time ago forbade my read- 


ing it, but Marie got hold of it in the origi- 
nal, and assured me I would find it most 
interesting. Heraclitus can’t read three 
sentences of French anyhow, so when he 
commenced his tirade about the book being 
bad, I asked him how he knew. He finally 
had read it in English, 
whereupon I told him that he was much 
worse than I was. That the book said much 
more about women than it did about men, 





























for me, a woman, to read it, than it was for 
him, a man. 


and that therefore it was much more proper 


He said ‘‘ bosh,” and started to throw the | 


volume out of the window. I commanded 


him to stop, and told him it was Marie’s, | 


not mine. Then he waxed furious and said 
he wouldn’t have his child’s morals contam- 
minated by a nurse that was addicted to 
reading such stuff. 

The next morning he renewed the attack 
and wanted me to discharge Marie. I told 
him I should do no such thing, after which 
we started for the wedding, and after that 
he left for London direct. I wonder how he 
thinks I’d my back hair without 
Marie! The idea of his presuming to dic- 
tate to me about my maid, anyhow. 

He also forbade me to go and see 
hardt, 
to take me. 
with me when she was in New 
don’t care how. 


ever do 
Jern- 
but the Baron has been kind enough 


York, but I 


[ am sure she appears to 


much better advantage here in Paris than 
she did in America. I don’t know what 
Heraclitus will say, if he finds out I went 


without his consent. Well, I must trust to 
luck that he’ll never know it. 

I also have to the Odeon to see a 
play called ** Antony,” one of Dumas’s pieces 
I believe. I don’t care much for tragedy 
usually, but Madame Teissandier was perfect- 
ly splendid. 

The Baron is just the nicest person in the 
world to take one out. He speaks English 
fluently, and any little points that I don’t 
when delivered in French, he 
always explains most beautifully. I must 
confess, however, that things are said on the 
stage here that would not do at all in New 
York. 

I am getting to be a 
though, and Baron’s 
longer annoy me, or make me blush. 


been 


quite eateh 


perfect Parisian 

the translations no 
of ; ? — 

SOul que Wa Y pelse, 


in Rome do as the Romans do.” L[often tell 


[ couldn’t make Heraclitus go | 
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“BY HEAVENS, 


Johnny’s Essay on Dogs. 

THe Dogs is a great Sourse of national 
wealth but the Buffalows is nearly extincted. 
The Dog is a domestic animal like the Wolf 
and Fox but most dogs wont stand it if you 


| tramp on their tale—he is knockternal in his 
| habits but he dont squeel like the Mules & 


** Honi | 


say I, ‘* When you’re | 


that to Heraclitus, but he says I’m getting | 


completely demoralized, and says he hopes 


quid, 


the time will soon come when he can return | 


home to his dear New York. 
‘*[’’m happy enough here, or should be if 
| 
I had more money; but alas, one can’t have 
everything in this world, and I don’t sup- 
pose there will ever be perfect happiness any- 


where for PENELOPE PENNYFEATHER, 





He Didn’t Get Her. 

A Newport dude went to Farmer Scrog- 
gin’s house to ask the old gentleman for his 
daughter, and this is what passed between 
the two as they stood at the front gate: 

**T come, Mistaw Scroggins, to ask you-aw 
for the hand-aw of your daughtaw Mariaw.” 

*““ Ah! So you’re the feller Mariar sez is 
sich a fine-lookin’ man. How’d you git out 
—walk? ” 

‘Yes, saw. It being a fide evening, I 
thought I would walk it-aw.” 

‘* Well, it looks purty much as if it might 
storm soon. I see a small cloud out yonder, 
and I think ye hed better walk back agin as 
soon as ye kin, ur the wind might blow ye 
away. Good evenin’.” : 





| Fut many a flower is born to blush unseen, 
And waste its fragrance on the desert air; 
Full oft’ the filthy oleomargarine 
Is served as premium butter from a fair. 
— Bismarck Tribune. 
TALK about omnipotence! Why, the devil 
can do anything that is imp-possible. 


pig. We have three dogs and Uncle Ben 
says all 3 aint worth a damp plug of tobacco 
to hiss. If you don’t give dogs enough to 
eat he becomes so avaricious that he will 
attact Human people and on account of his 
great Fidelity to Man he is called the King 
of Beasts. ‘he dogs area ruminating ani- 
mal and if he had horns he would chaw his 
You can know he is dreaming when 
he wants to Bark and can’t git his mouth 


| open, but if something makes our dogs awake 


at night Uncle Ben says they make sich a 
Racket like if all the Hail was broke loose. 
Dogs is a sourse of great Pleasure as the 
Faithful Companion of the lonely traveler 


and when our Watch sees a peddler or some- 





body going apast our house he Lays Low 
till he gits past then he sneeks up behind 
and bites his legs—Every dog has his day— 
Bill Thompson says that’s the Law and you 
can’t git over it and he says the Dog Days 
was made so every dog could have their days 
all at once, our Teacher she says the dog 
belongs to the Wolf Family but Uncle Ben 
he laughed, he said he knowed better than 
that with his one eye shut, for he said he 
bets a wolf would be a doggoned nice Family 
Man. This Faithful Animal Guards the 
house at night while all the family is Rapped 
in Peace full Slumber and Bill Thompson 
he says if a dog has wool in his teeth the 
next morning its a sign he teared sheep that 
night And a dog aint no Beast of Pray, but 
our Teacher she says that don’t mean that 
he’s worse than other people for she says it 
don’t mean that kind of Pray—but the New 
Found Land dog is the hayriest of the whole 
Lot who can swim more than a week before 
he Ascends to the surface to Breathe, he is 
therefore called the Ship of the Desert. And 
a Inglish bulldog is awful onery to look at— 
Uncle Ben he says if a Inglish bulldog looks 
like that he would like to see a Dutch one, 
Bill Thompson he says they are called Ing- 
lish Bulldogs because he says in Ingland the 


’M POISONED!” 


people use them for bait when they want to 
ketch bulls and that kind of ketching fish 
is called Bull baiting, and Bill Thompson, 
he says if a full bloody Inglish Bulldog 
ketches a Holt of a Steer’s nose he is 80 saga- 
cious that he wont let go even if you cut off 
one of your Hine legs. 
Creatures and can’t talk, but Bill Thompson 
he says in Old Times before the war Dogs 
could talk Latin but now nobody can talk 
any more Dog Latin except the professors in 
the Collidges. The dogs is Up on the hole 
the Caninest animals that ever was and when 
Prof. Daisyhead made a address in our school 
he said if. he had knowed as much about 
Scientif Animal as us Boys he would a had 
a show to be President too but he said in them 
Dark Ages where he was born boys had no 
show to be President but Jo Simmings said 
he would sooner run a Engine than be Pres- 
ident because Garfield killed him, but Bill 
Thompson says Jo hasn’t got Back Bones 
enough. Our teacher she learnt to talk 
french at Miss Krautschwanger’s Boarded 
School and she says if you want to make a 
dog stand on his Hine legs in french and 
make a Bough, you just say O Reservoir 
Mon Chair. 





In the Roller-Skate Rink. 
Rumble, tumble, growl and grate! 
Skip and trip and gravitate! 
Lunge and plunge and thrash the planks 
With your blameless, shameless shanks! 
In excruciating pain, 
Stand upon your head again. 
And, uncoiling kink by kink 
Kick the roof out of the rink! 


In derisive bursts of mirth, 
Drop kawhop and jar the earth! 
Jolt your lungs down in your socks, 
Oh, tempestuous equinox 
Of dismembered legs and arms! 
Strew vour ways with wild alarms; 
Fameward skoot and ricochet 
On your glittering vertebra. 
—J. W. RILEY. 
Fast young men are called flash, because 
the quickness of a flash is proverbial. 


A SEWING MACHINE—a wheat drill. 


Dogs is like other ° 
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Sic Transit. 

A prince of Mammon daily sought 
The golden tide of lucre’s game; 
The only themes on which he thought 

Were schemes for wealth and future fame. 


’Mid bonds and gold he died at last, 
His bones entombed in splendor lay; 
His wealth dissolved, a few days passed, 
The gambler’s name had died away. 


OWEN JONES, 





Juliana’s Husbands. 


JULIANA JENKINS had some landed prop- 
erty of her own in her own right. Nothing 
very considerable, but still enough to make 
her an object of interest to the young farm- 
ers round. But Juliana was strong-minded 


l 





“upright downright,” as she expressed it 
herself nd she ‘* warn’t a goin’ to be tuk 
with taffy, she warn’t,” and so she told 
many of the youthful aspirants for her 
favor. [f I dared compare Miss Juliana to 
a worm, I| should say that the bird who 
caught her must be a very early bird indeed. 
She milked her cows, made ner cheeses, 
baked her bread, bullied her mother, bossed 
the farm, and drove away the fortune hunt- 
ers until she was about tw nty-five years of 
age: then she said to her mothe one night 
and said it loud, too, for Juliana had no 
false shame about her, and her mother was 


deaf 

** Mother, I guess I'll get tied up.” 

‘‘Eh, Juliana?” 

**T guess I’ll get spliced, mother.” 

‘¢E—e—h?” 

**T guess I’ll marry, mother.” 

«« E—e—h, Juliana! Very right; and 
who will you marry?” 

‘*Thomas Perkins, mother.” 

** And when did he speak to you, Juliana?” 

‘*He didn’t speak to me, mother. He 
knows too much forthat. That’s one reason 
I think well of him, and I guess I know his 
mind. No, I sent round for him this even- 
ing to look at Brown Betty’s knee that was 
cut when Hopkins, the fool, let her fall, 
and when he comes [’ll talk over matters 
with him.” 

«« E—e—eh, Juliana,” chuckled the old 
lady, ‘‘ this is leap year, e—e—h?” 

**' Think I take any stock in such nonsense, 
mother? not I!” indignantly spoke Juliana. 

‘*No, Thomas’s land joins ours, and he’s 
a good business head; rather old perhaps, 
but lots of work in him yet. I want some 
one to help me on a bit, and he’s as good as 
another. So you clear out, mother, get to 
your bed; I can’t talk business when you’re 
round.” 

So the old mother cleared out. Perkins 
came, was seen, was conquered, and Juliana 
Jenkins became Mrs. Perkins, and Mr. Per- 
kins became her foreman, overseer, and gen- 
eral handy man. But, whether it was hard 
work or hard words no one knows, but after 
two years of wedded bliss Mr. Perkin’s 
position fell vacant, and Mrs. Perkins was 
once again in need of an assistant. There 
was a great price for grain that year, so she 
selected Old Timothy Mueller, who was 


reported to be the best agriculturist in the | 


country side, but he was struck with paralysis 
a fortnight after their wedding, so our poor 
Juliana had to sow her own seed, and reap 
as she sowed, for her help meet was as help- 
She nursed him well too, after 
determined manner. 


less as a log. 


her own practical 


Though she often grumbled at the nuisance 
he was. 
man, Timothy, when you die,” 
often say. 


**T will never marry another old 
she would 
‘They are more trouble than 


THE JUDGE. 7 











GRANDPA [ bE J ny, t tt a pret / pi sent grand l / tO jou? 
birthday ! Now. Hen / was a how ax? ; 

J OHNNY—‘** Oh, come off! what are you ¢ wing us? If you want to pan out 
liberal, you might fork over a thirtyu-eiaht calibre six-shoote a ‘¢ hat’s my rite ket | ?? 


they are ever worth, what with nursing Defiance. 

them, and doctoring them, and feeding 

them, and burying them, they are more Poe ; ae 
trouble and more expense and less good or I’« a Buzzard from the Brazos on a tear: 


profit than any other man or beast on the 
farm.” 
Poor old Timothy often implored her to 
seek for a divorce, but she knew her duty too ; Sage 
: : : . I’m a racker from the Rockies, 
well for that. She had married an old man 
. . And of all the town the talk is, 
and must abide by her choice, but she would é ; 
pa: ft . rv: , ‘*He’s a Pirate of the Pampas, 
never be so foolish again. So when 'limothy Gta: ie te * 
did die at last and was buried, she was as le asia 
good as her word, and married a young, 
strong, active man, who worked the farm, 
bought and sold, drove the laborers, and—the 
greatest feat of all, bossed the Mrs. Often 
and often she sighed for the old loves, who, 
sick, helpless, and paralytic as they were, 
at any rate had the merit of being submissive. 


Hear me toot! 
I’m a lifter of the flowing locks of hair; 
Hear me hoot! 


Those who love me call me ‘‘ Little Dynamite.” 
I’m a pet. 

I’m a walking, stalking Terror of the Night, 
You can bet. 

By my nickel-plated teasers, 

Many a rusty-featured Greaser’s 
Sun has set. 





Sometimes I strike an unprotected town, 
Paint it red. 

Choke the Sheriff, turn the Marshal upside down 
On his head. 

Call for drinks for all the party, 

And if chinned by any party, 


The Dude. 
A cHapPp who temptation has never withstood, 
Who has never earned clothing, or shelter, or food; 
Who gambles or dances, whatever his mood, 
And belongs to a won’t-work-at-all kind of brood; 
A fellow who never will do what he should, 
Who won't work if he can, and can’t if he would; 
A dandy who’d mash every girl, if he could, 
With a form that is fragile and look that is lewd; 
With a quantum suffcit of brass—but no good, 


Pay in lead. 

I’m a cayote of the Sunset, ‘‘ Prairie Dude,” 
Hear me zip! 

In the company of gentlemen I’m rude 
With my lip. 

Down in front! Remove that nigger, 

Or I'll perforate his figure! 

I am fly, I am flighter, 1 am flip! 


A stranger to manhood and all gratitude; 
An ape in man’s clothing, a great boor most rude, 


And this, my dear JupGE, is a masculine dude! 


M. M. 


A New York politician, renowned for his 
long-headed sagacity, has put forth the fol- 
lowing probabilities: 

That the presidential election will take 
place in the future; that one of the parties 
will be defeated; that the result of the elec- 
tion will not be wholly satisfactory to the 
defeated party; that if the defeated party be 
laid out flat as annihilation itself, it will, 
before the end of the next four years, pick 
itself up and put itself together sufficiently 
to be able to hope that it will have better 
luck next time; and so on, world without 
end. 


A MAIDEN coy, and tall, slim boy 
Sat cooing on a stile, 

The boy’s lip wore a slight moustache, 
The girl's lip wore a smile. 


‘*T love thee,” quoth the boy, and stroked 
The faint and downy line; 
‘‘And I,” the siren softly sighed, 
‘‘ Would dye it were it mine.” 


He left that maiden like a flash, 
A minute to the mile. 
Ah! trifle not with youth’s moustache 
When sitting on a stile. 
— Texas Siftings. 
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THE annual hegira of the 


commenced, and thi 
1 


actors has fairly 


ranks are growing 


thinner and thinner day by day. Nellie 
Weathersby, Frederick Leslie, and a goodly 
portion of the Irving company, have already 
departed for Europe, and numerous others 
are soon to follow in their wake. 

The cireus, with its newly-born camels 
and its bleached and unbleached elephants, 
has left the region round about the north- 
east part of Madison Square desolate, and 
the Metropolitan Opera House and the 
Academy of Masic are bleak and drear. 


Abbey has had his benefit: Nilsson and 
Patti are silent, and neither the voice of 
Sembrich, or the squeak of her violin can 
be heard more. Campanini can now doc- 
tor his throat at leisure, and Vianisi and | 


Arditi can rest their arms from wielding the | 
baton. 

For Nicolini though is no peace, | 
He must still dance attendance on the Diva, 
and see to it that her fairy-like form is prop- 
erly shielded from the wild blasts that are 
supposed to blow about her castle in Wales. 
Scalchi can eat as many and as heavy break- 
fasts as she chooses, and Gester and Mr. 
Gester have now an opportunity to give 
their whole and undivided attention to the 
baby. 

Irving and Miss Terry will be upon the 
briny deep before this article gets in print, 
but we sorrow not as one without hope, for 
next September they will begin another 
American season in Quebec. 

Miss Terry, by her delightful impersona- 
tion of Beatrice, has endeared herself to all 
American hearts, and if she is half as charm- 
ing off the stage as she is on it, THe JupGE 
would advise Mr. Irving to keep a watchful 
eye upon his leading lady, otherwise she 
may take unto herself wings and fly away. 

The actors at the Casino and the Madison 
Square Theatre, however, find no rest, and 
are as busy as bees. 

Mr. Belasco’s play at the last named place 
has proved to be an unqualified success, and 
Georgie Cayvan, as May Blossom, is winning 
golden opinions from the critics and the 
public. 

We wish we could speak as well of Mr. 
Cazauran’s American play, called ‘* The 
Fatal Letter,” produced two weeks ago at 
Union Square. 

It was a most lugubrious performance. 
Miss Barry, who played the heroine, is a 
fine looking lady, with a good stage presence, 
but her acting is cold and lacks spontaniety. 
She made a more favorable impression in 
** Arkwright’s Wife,” a play that was pro- 
duced here last year. 

Miss Eloise Willis, as a mulatto or a quad- 
roon servant, did fairly well, but in the 
second act she had a piece of business very 
like that of Miss Leyton in the third act of 
«¢7.20-8.” It is to be regretted that Miss 
Willis’ performance fell far short of Miss 
Leyton’s in grace and finish. 


there 


|} ages, 


|and Judge Cox has denied 





About the best bit of acting in Mr. Cazau- 





THE JUDGE. 


ran’s play was done by young Mr. Sothern. 
He had a small part, but he made the most 
of it; and he is the only one in the piece 


| that has succeeded in making any of Mr. 


Cazauran’s alleged comedy at all funny. 
Down at the Fourteenth Street Theatre, 


Mr. and Mrs. Milton Nobles, with Agnes | 


Herndon, ‘‘specially engaged,” are hold- 
ing forth in acomedy written by Mr. Nobles, 
called ‘* Love and Law.” 

On May 12th, a piece called ‘* The 
Wages of Sin,”’ will be played at this theatre. 
We hope it will not prove death to all con- 
cerned. 

‘‘ Betsy” and Mr. Wallack are out, and 
Lester is going to give us a few doses of 
himself, to fill up the time to the close of 
the regular season. 

: Skipped by the Light of the Moon,” has 
proved as great a hit in New York, as it has 
everywhere else; and ** Dan’s Tribulati si 
excite ht at the 
Theatre Comique. 

‘Sam’l of Posen ” did a good 
the Grand Opera House last 
Maude Granger, in ‘‘ Claire and the 
Master,” 

‘his week, 

There several 
before the courts of late. 

Agnes Booth has gained her suit for dam- 
against Knowles and 
New Park, but Augusta Roche did not get 
the $100 she wanted from D’Oyley Carte, 
Mr. Stetson’s 
application for a new trial in Mr. Charles F. 
Coghlan’s suit against the manager. 


] 1 
inugnter every nig 


shouts of 
business at 

and 
Forge 
were at the Third Avenue Theatre. 
Annie Pixley may be 
have been i 


we ek, 


here. 
theatrical suits 


seen 


Mrs. Nat. Goodwin has been ill ever since | 


the death of her sister Emie, and she will 
probably spend the summer in England with 
her family. 

Aimee, at last accounts, was in town, 
wrestling with the English part in her new 
play, by Jessop & Gill, called ‘‘ Mam/’zelle,” 
and in which she is expected to star under 
Mr. Grau’s management next season. 

Over in Brooklyn, Rhea has been playing 
at Col. Sinn’s Park Theatre, and ‘‘ Peck’s 
jad Boy” is this week at the Novelty 
Theatre in the Eastern District. 





Why He Wears a Black Band. 
Why does he wear it? 
Emblem of woe! 
For whom does he bear it? 
Is some one laid low? 


Say, was it a mother 
That crossed the deep sea? 
His mother that nursed him 
In youth on her knee? 


Or was it a father 
Decrepit and old, 

Or a golden-haired rosebud 
He laid in the mould? 


Perhaps *twas a brother! 
In boyhood, may be, 
They frolicked together, 
His brother and he. 


Or was it his partner 
Who fell by his side? 
Now, none to console him, 
No heart to confide. 


Say, why does he wear 
The black band, O, for what? 
He wears it to cover 
The grease on his hat. 
— Texas Siftings. 


A HAT-RACK—an aching head. 


Morris, of the | 








A FIGURATIVE REPAST. 
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Mr. Spilkins is Made the Victim of a 
Heartless Joke. 


A STORY IN THREE JOKELETS, 


JOKELET III. 
The Grand Finale. 

THe white-winged, meek-eyed dove of 
Peace still brooded over the Spilkins man- 
sion the following morning; only too soon, 
alas! to unfold her pinions and take a hasty 
flight. A keen physiognomist, had he con- 
templated Mrs. S. as she sat at the breakfast 
table, reserved and gloomy, might have been 
tempted to ask, 

What purport dire imports that visage grim; 

What dread intent betrays that lowering brow; 

What dark and secret purpose is’t that holds 

Possession of that breast so seeming calm, 

Yet racked with inward throes of pain and hate? 
and he would have got an answer before night. 
Mr. (Shak.) Spilkins, good, unsuspecting 
soul, being quite used to these physiognomic 
characteristics, saw no occasion, of course, 
to ask the question; but if he, too, had pro- 
pounded such a query, he also would have 
received a reply far more convincing than 
agreeable. 

‘“‘ How I do hate to wear the mask of de- 
ception,” thought the good old lady, trying 
to look a little pleasant as she bid Mr. S. 
good bye, just the same as if he had been 
one of the most faithful and devoted hus- 
bands in the world. ‘‘ But your turn will 
come, too, vou bad, artful man,” she re- 
marked in a tone of grim satisfaction, as the 
front door closed after him; which seemed 
to imply that somebody else’s turn would 
come first. 

Shortly before six o’clock that evening, 
Mrs. Spilkins descended to the parlor, and, 
drawing one of the front window shades 
down, quietly took her seat behind it, pull- 
ing one side of the shade just far enough 
back to afford her a view of the street. A 
grim smile played about her lips, her brows 
unbent, and a light ominously expressive of 
coming triumph, shone in her eyes. Eagerly 
did she scan each female passer-by; and her 
only fear was that her husband might arrive 
first, though he had told her that he would be 
a little late probably this evening—another 
conclusive evidence of his guilt. Impatiently 
she counted the moments. The fear that 
possibly the appointment might not be kept 
was beginning to harass her, as the time 
passed by, and her expected victim still 
































came not. But that apprehension suddenly 
gave place to joy, as, just as the mantel | 
clock struck the half hour, a lady, closely | 
veiled, ascended the steps and gave the bell 
just the weakest little pull possible. Mrs. 
Spilkins arose from her seat, and went to 
the door just in time to head off the servant 
girl, whom she peremptorily dispatched back | 
to the kitchen. 

Slowly pulling the front door open, she 
stepped a little way back and waited. The | 
lady entered the vestibule, and the next mo- | 
ment was in Mrs. Spilkins’ grasp. | 

‘““You artful-hearted, shameless, brazen- | 
faced hussy!” cried Mrs. 8., 
violently by both shoulders, ‘‘ so you have a 
yearning and inappeasible affection for my | 
husband, have you? I'll appease it for you, 
you depraved creature. Aint you ashamed 
of yourself, you bold, bad, wicked woman, 
to come to this house on your vile and scan- 
dalous errand, to eliminite (she probably 
meant alienate) my husband’s love from me, 
and to bring disgrace upon a peaceful and 
virtuous household?” and again she 
her with a violence that 
cate every bone in her body. 

‘So you thought Mr. Spilkins read your 


shaking her 


slrook 
threatened to dislo- 


shameless note, did you?” pursued Mrs. §., 
maintaining her grasp, and waxing. still 
more wroth at the recollection of it, ‘‘Oh, 
no, my dear, that infa-mous little billy dux 
is now safe at the bottom of my pocket, 
where it has been ever since the 
left it here. Hlow dare you come to this 
house, I ask you again, to beguile my hus- 
band with your siren wiles? Yes, my dear, 
you will find that there ts a barrier between 
you and your deluded victim; and a pretty 
substantial one too. Oh! yes, my charmer, 
Mr. Spilkins 7s a married man, and he’ll find 
it out too before he is many hours older, the 
more shame for him, the old reprobate. Ha! 
ha! ha!” cried Mrs. S. in theatrical tones, 
as her husband suddenly appeared at the 
door, motionless with 
holding his wife engaged apparently in a 
violent struggle with a woman. 
Now had come the crowning hour of her 
triumph, the supreme moment of her ven- 
geance. Again she uttered the monosyllabic 
notes of contemptuous and exultant triumph, 
and flourishing the billet-doux before Mr. 
** Now let us see him rush into the 
arms of his pairymore. But first let us have 
a peep at this pretty face of yours by which 
‘my Jeremiah’ has been so captivated.” 

The person, whom Mrs. 8. still held 
firmly in her grasp, whether speechless from 
astonishment at receiving so unexpected a 
welcome, or overwhelmed by a guilty con- 
science, had all this while uttered no word, 
and had been as powerless as a child in the 
hands of her enraged assailant. 

As Mrs. Spilkins uttered the last words, 
she tore the veil from her victim’s face, and 
confronted her with a look of mingled 
hatred, triumph and contempt, which she 
intended should annihilate her on the spot. 

‘*Good heavens! Matilda, is it you?” she 
gasped in the next breath. Never before 
had Mrs. Spilkins come so near to fainting, 
from surprise and mortification, as she did 
at that moment. 

The intrusive stranger was Mrs. Spilkins’ 
sister, who had merely dropped in, as she 
occasionally did, in a social and friendly 
way, to take dinner with them. T. H. F. 


post -man 


astonishment at be- 


strange 


S.’s eves. 


Was not our first parent Adam a tiller of 
the soil? 

We believe so; he was ages too early to be 
the tiller of a ship. 
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APPLICANT FOR Postt1lon—‘‘ J understand that you need a cashier. 


BANKER—“ Ves sir. 
APPLICANT—** No, sir. 


Have YOu a widowed mother to support 4 


” 


BANKER—‘‘ Do you smoke, chew, drink, swear, and play cards?” 


APPLICANT—‘‘ Yes, sir. 


3ANKER—‘* Lever been connected with a Sunday-school as teacher or supe rintendant ?” 


APPLICANT—‘“* No sir.” 


BANKER—‘‘ What church do you belong to?” 


APPLICANT—“‘ Never go to church at all.” 
BANKER—‘“‘ Very well, sir. 


You are engaged to go to work at once.’ 


(And the firm 


congratulate themselves upon securing a man in whom they can place implicit confidence. ) 


Tom Jones, the Boy Who Built My 
Fire. 

[ aM a man of quiet and unobtrusive 
habits; extremely fond of a good novel and 
the luxury of a mild cigar. Having for a 
long time wasted my eloquence on the desert 
air, in fruitless efforts to persuade my land- 
lady that she had offered to have my fire 
built gratuitously as an extra inducement to 
the purchase of the room, I finally con- 
cluded to procure a boy to perform that 
office, and placed the following card in the 
‘** Howler,” a weekly periodical as devoid of 
interest in any sense of the word, as a fourth 
mortgage bond on Patrick O’Flanagan’s 
shanty: 

\ TANTED—A BOY—Of poor, but dishonest 

parents, on reasonable terms, to build fire. 
Please address A. H. Wrikks, P. O. Box 113, or 
call at 113 Park Av. 


On the following morning after the publi- 
cation of the advertisement just referred to, 
while pursuing the routine of my daily occu- 
pation, I came in contact with a strange 
individual somewhat shabbily apparelled, 
who swaggered across the street, and, in the 
most familiar way in the world, extended his 
greasy hand, and exclaimed by way of intro- 
duction: 

‘*Wal! Iswun, Mr. Wilkes, ef you ain’t 
the very duffer I’ve been a lookin’ for. My 
name’s Jones—Ike Jones they call me, sir— 
Ike for short.” 

After this preliminary effort he heaved a 
sigh and continued: 

‘**T aint much as fur as ’pearances go, 
though my father, Mr. Wilkes, was Squire 
Jones, who lived an’ died highly respected 
by the community in which he sot himself 
at work fura livin’. But that’s neither here 
nor thar. What I was a comin’ at, was this: 
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PARTY IN 


I’ve got a son to hum, who hain’t got no 
bad habits, an’ is as chipper an’ peart as a 
kitten. He is nigh onto to twelve years old 
come this spring, and ’turns the scales at 
one hundred and twelve pound ‘without his 
stockings.’ He aint been a doin’ of any 
thing lately, an’ I jidge he’s tired of idle- 
ness, ‘cause it aint his nater, Mr. Wilkes, 
an’ that’s the gospel truth, tho’ I do say it 
myself. So Vll let him drop round an’ see 
you. He’s just the boy fur yer advertise; 
an’ that’s as true as I’m a livin’ an’ breath- 
in’ sinner.” 

Then suddenly checking himself, he said, 
apologetically: 

‘Good-day, sir; I haint had no idee how 
long I’ve ben a keepin’ of yer, an’ a tress- 
passin’ on yer valerble time. Good-day!” 

And off he shambled down the street, 
greatly to my relief, as I firmly believe that 
the garrulous old rogue would have talked 
me to death had I encouraged him for a 
moment in his absurd and disconnected 
gabble. ‘Three days elapsed without bring- 
ing me a single applicant. On the fourth, 
however, the precocious youth of illustrious 
grandsire lineage, came in on me just as | 
was dressing for breakfast. I indicated the 
stove, told him that I was willing to pay 
him fifty cents a week for his services, and 
inquired his given name. Whereupon he 
replied with that promptitude and decision 
which enabled me to comprehend at once 
the nature of the animal I had to deal with— 
he was not a bashful boy. He said: 

iw Oy, Tom Jones, to be sure!” 

Thank heaven! I mentally ejaculated, he 
has neither the appearance of his father nor 
peculiar method of expression. 

‘‘Named after your grandfather, Squire 
Jones?” I suggested, turning upon him and 
pinching his ear by way of emphasis. He 
smirked assent, at once attacking my open 
grate with a savage ferocity of determina- 
tion, which has no parallel in my experience 
of curious youngsters. I was charmed; | 
was enraptured at his alacrity. I said, 
‘*Your industry is highly commendable.” 
He made uo reply, but moved about the 
room with lightning-like rapidity. Now he 
has boarded the stove, shovel in hand, and 
with a twist of the wrist, and fling of the 
heel, he has thrown the ashes all over the 


Tus—‘‘ ] didn't ring for whisky . 
ATTENDANT—‘‘ Oh, I thought yer wuz one o’ dem drummers, sah. 


] wanted a towe iad 


floor. 
than it takes to say °° boo.” 

I said, “Tom” (for I shall him by 
that name hereafter), ‘‘ you beat the Dutch, 
and I trust we shall become capital friends 
in the course of time; for,” said I, ‘thrifty 
people placed in humble circumstances, 
never fail to make great men, and when you 
become senator, you can procure from the 
government an appropriation of sixty thou- 
sand dollars toeducate B. Ingersoll, thereby 
not only doing myself but the entire world 
a great favor.” 

‘*Why not give me a quarter to purchase 
a book on etiquette for J. Cook,” s iggested 
Tom, posing with one elbow on 
and gazing absently at the fire. ‘I judge,” 
he continued, ‘‘ his manners are none of the 
best, from what the governor said about his 
encounter with the minister of the Second 
Congregational Church at Keene, when ”—— 

‘Young man,” 


1] 
Call 


the stove, 


] exclaime d, han au- 
thoritative voice, ‘‘I command you to be 
silent. You are, perhaps, not aware of the 
fact that you are circulating a vile 
against one of earth’s greatest 
his own estimation), J. Cook,” I 
ated, has the manners of a French dancing- 
master—at least, so I am told, for I 
saw the monk—man, I should say.” 

‘*Sir,” said Tom, with melodramatic ex- 
travagance of gesticulation, ‘“‘though my 
father 1s of humble origin, I should 
infinitely prefer to see him dead, than to be- 
lieve him capable of telling a false”—— 

** Possibly, young man,” said I, “‘ you do 
not understand that my breakfast bell has 
just rung, and although I greatly admire 
your flow of language, yet I bear no points 
of resemblance to Dr. Tanner whatsoever; 
and some other time you may relate your 
family experience to me, if you insist upon 
that infliction. But, for the present, good- 
day, and call to-morrow at half-past eight.” 

Had I disconcerted him? Such had been 
my design. Be that as it may, however, all 
he said was, “I beg your pardon, Mr. 
Wilkes, no offense intended,” and made his 
exit with apparent indifference, which, 
although it slightly disconcerted, did not 
nevertheless prevent me from participating 
in the traditional luxury of a boarding- 
house breakfast, which breakfast had been 


slander 


never 


delayed fifteen minutes on account of my 
non-attendance. Now, between you and me, 
kind reader, my landlady is the most un- 
feminine female it has ever been my misfor- 
tune tomeet. Reared in the wilds of north- 
ern Vermont on a small farm, and born of 
impecunious parents, she learned at an early 
age to rely upon her own resources, and 
emigrated after the death of her parents to 
Keene, N. H., where she became famous, or 
infamous, as the conductress of a 
boarding-lhouse, noted for its Centennial pies 
and sensational puddings. She is possessed 
of herculean stature, is exceedingly ugly and 


sole 


| meddlesome of disposition, and when angry 


prowleth abroad and seeketh whom she may 
slay with her tongue; therefore what wonder 
that the first words which greeted me on 


| taking my seat at the festive board were, “| 


His work is completed in less time | 


have,” Mr. Wilkes, ‘‘ just had the pleasure of 
viewing in person, that piece of monumental 
brass who came to build your fire this morn- 
ing, and which you are pleased to term a 
boy. Would you believe it,” she proceeded 
to say, with suppressed rage, ‘‘ when I asked 
him humorously enough whether he had 
really intended to tear my house down or not, 
he said, the insolent wretch, ‘Shut up your 
mouth, and give your tongue a sliegh-ride,’ 
and ran out slamming the door and roaring 
with laughter.” Having thoroughly warmed 
up to the subject, her wrath became ungov- 
ernable, and she burst forth with a torrent 


| of abusive language against the unfortunate 


Tom, in which she proclaimed her intention 
of precipitating the ‘‘ugly know-nothing ” 
out of the house should he ever re-appear on 
the scene of action. Reluctantly I yielded, 
but finally consented to ’om’s dismissal, 
and tucking my napkin under my chin, 
silently laid siege to a solitary mutton-chop 
which chance or the cook had thrown in my 
way, doubtless with sanguinary intentions. 
[t is Saturday morning, and cold enough I 
trow, to freeze over the lower regions. No, 


| on second consideration, I will not draw so 


men (In } 
V ocifer- 


long a bow, but shall simply say, cold enough 
for all practical purposes. ‘Tom is fumbling 
away at the grate and has just thrown the 
latest edition of the London Illustrated News 
into kindlethe fire. ‘‘ Tom,” said I, sitting 
up and rubbing my eyes drowsily, ‘“‘I have 
a piece of very unpleasant news to impart to 
you.” ‘Tom flung himself round witha jerk, 
and stood in an attitude of attention. I con- 
tinued, ‘‘ Through your negligence to be com- 
plaisant to my landlady, Miss Sampson, you 
have forfeited your situation, and through 
her I am obliged to dismiss you for imperti- 
nence,” and placing fifty cents in his hand, 
I dismissed him; and that was the last of 


|'Tom. But Tom has asuccessor—I am sorry 
| to say—a grinning imbecile, recommended 





| and liked by my landlady, and kicked down 


three flights of stairs by me every morning to 
get up an appetite for breakfast. 
** Red lights and quick curtain.” 
J. H. H., JR, 





O, SPRING, thou bringest flowers fair, 
And babbling brooks, and balmy air, 
With bursting buds and song of birds, 
And pastures green for lowing herds. 
Thou bringest lawn tennis for play, 
And the censorious croquet; 
But most poetical of all, 
Thou bringest marbles and base ball. 
Thou bringest one thing more, and that’s 
A monstrous crop of new spring hats; 
Yet more than all, my sad soul leans 
To tender dandelion greens. 

—Haverhill Gazette. 





LETTERS of acceptance—y-e-s. 




















He Met His Match. 


Our friend Wilkins has a little five-vear- 
old daughter by whom has been vanquished 
one of Lowell’ 8 most ace omp lished linguists 
otherwise one of Lowell’s most skilled ton- 
sorial artists. She was taken down to have 
her hair cut the other day and opened fire 
upon the officiating barber with his own 
ammunition in the manner following, to wit: 

‘Oo ben ty well to-day? ” 
“Te ei le girl » Vm pretty well.” 
‘Oo mamma well: 

‘Yes, my mother’s pretty well.” (Snip. ) 

“*Qo papa W l] “a . 

y es, pretty well. 

‘““Oo dress yourself? 

‘Oh, ves, I dress myself.” 

“Oo wash oo own face?” 

‘Eh? Oh, yes, of course.” 

‘Oo fix 00 own hair? 

“Yes, yes.” (Snip, snip, snij 

‘Oo sew Sundays?” 
‘Why, no, I don’t sew Sundays.” (Pause. ) 

‘Oo sit right down and read 2’ < 

‘Yes.” (Sni Pp, snip, snip 

‘Can oo read?” 

: Yes.” (Nearly takes off one ear. ) 


‘Oo been to net Ae ie 





_ (Snip, snip. ) 


(Snip. ) 


(Gouge. ) 


rapidly. ) 


nervously. ) 


‘Well, yes,—some time ago.” 
snip. ) 
‘““T3 00 a man?” 


( Snip, 


‘Ye-es.”” (Thinks some of infanticide. ) 
‘Does 00 mamma let 00 smoke?” 
‘Sometimes.” (Tries to contro! a cow- 
lick. ) 

“When?” 

‘* When she doe sands know it.” 
‘When don’t she know it?” 
‘When she isn’t looking. (Tries to smile. ) 

‘Ts 00 all through?” 

‘Yes; all through.” (Relieved.) 

‘Goo-by! ll come again sometime 
won't 1?” 

‘Do!” (Sinks exhausted. ) 

And the little bud of promise toddled out 
of the door without the baffled barber havy- 
ing asked her if she wouldn’t have a sea- 
foam or a bottle of hair tonic.— Lowell Citi- 


zen. 


(Snip. ) 


Sobbed Himself to Sleep. 


WHILE stopping at the hotel two frolic- 
some young women hired the porter to pro- | 
cure the young man’s pantaloons at dead of 
night. They then sewed up the bottoms of 
the legs, threw the doctored garments back 
through the transom and squealed ‘ Fire!” 

When he got into the hall he was vainly 
trying to stab one foot through the limb of 
his pantaloons while he danced around on 
the other and joined in the general cry of | 

‘Fire!” The hall seemed filled with people | 
who were running this way and that, ostensi- 
bly seeking a mode of egress from the flames, 
but in reality trying to dodge the mad efforts 
of the young man, who was trying to insert 
himself in his obstinate pantaloons. 

He did not tumble, as it were, until the 
night watchman got a Babcock fire extin- 
guisher and played on him. Ido not know 
what he played on him. Very likely it was, 
‘** Sister, what are the wild waves saying? ” 

Away he staggered into his room, and 
although he could hear the audience outside 
in their wild tumultuous encore, he refused 
to come before the curtain, but locked his 
door and sobbed himself to sleep. 

How often do we forget the finer feelings 
of others and ignore their sorrow, while we 
revel in some great joy.— Bill Nye, in Detroit 
Free Press. 


THE JUDGE. 


We dare say John L. Sullivan’s baby was 
born with clenched fists.—Hartford Post. 


THESE are the mornings when the roses 
kiss the girls on the cheek and forget to go 
away.— Pittsburgh Chronicle- Tt leqraph. 

A MAN named Limburger has turned up at 
Rochester, N. Y., who claims that he hasn’t 
ascent to his name. Yonkers Statesman. 


CHARLES PEARSALL of New York, ate 360 
sin five days. He won a wager of $5, 
we shoul | think he would be ashamed to 
look a hen in the face for five years.—Nor- 
ristown Ife) 

‘] THoUGHT you were a flame of Miss 
Bullion, Mr. Dodd, ” said slim. 

‘ shtso too,” said the the other, 
‘until the old man put me out one night.” 
Boston Bulletin. 





‘You have had some bad debts on your 
books,” an expert remarked to a merchant. 
‘Oh, no,” the merchant quickly replied, 
‘the debts are all good enough, but the pay 
s thundering bad.” Hawkeye. 


A aire will goto a dance and waltz several 
straight hours without complaining, but ask 
the same young lady to wrestle five minutes 
with a broom and she’ll faint before she gets 
both hands fairly clasped around the handle. 

Chicago Su iM. 

Ir a man wants peace to reign in the house- 
hold he should count ten before akin at 
times when he feels as if his clothes don’t fit 
him. And on days when the kitchen stove 
doesn’t draw he should count 480.—Middle- 
Town Transcript. 

‘Ir is now to be settled,” says an ex- 
change, ‘‘that a newly married lady ceases 
to become a bride and becomes simp sly a wife 
when she has sewed a button on her hus- 
band’s ¢ aaa s.” It is this fact that makes 
us suc ha happy people. ‘Thecountry is full 
of ‘ides. Somervill t Journal. 


F 
I 


No, my son, when a gentleman tells a fun- 
ny story, never be so rude as to laugh. Do 
not let him finish if you can helpit. Atthe 
first opportunity remark, ‘* Yes, that reminds 
me of a story,” and then go on and tell it, 
even if you have to tell the same one he has 


| just told you, with different names and 


localities. — Boston Transcript. 


Mr. GREATHEART went up with his wife 
the other day to see the Earle collection of 
paintings, and in their meanderings through 
the galleries Mrs. G. asked her lord and 
master about a certain picture. 

‘Oh, that is a water color,” he said. 

Then it is not like your nose, dear, is 
it?’ she replied. 

Mrs. Greatheart will not get a new dress 
this month.— Washington Hatchet 


Jones—“ It is too bad. I believe I was 
born on an unlucky day.” Smith—‘‘ Why 
so?” ‘* Here I am, a mere nobody, and yet 
the man that I made sits to-day in the halls 
of congress, and he don’t acknowledge his 


debt, either.” ‘*That is strange. To 
whom are you referring?” ‘*To Col. 


Blank.” ‘* But he owes all his political 


| success to his brilliant war record.” ‘* Yes; 


but if it had not been for me he would 
not have had any war record.” ‘‘ How 
so?” **]T was drafted and sent him to the 
war as my substitute.” —Philadelphia Call. 


A QUEEN CITY 
vught a glimpse of a beautiful mouse, 
When the note that she reached, 
As she stood up and screeched, 


girl eating souse, 


W ould have drawn a $1000 house. 
— Boston Folio. 


What They Looked Like. 


A younG Alexandria miss 
When asked by her beau for a kiss 


Demurely contented 
She sweetly assented 
And their lips looked exactly like this 


Washi ugton Hatchet. 


3uT her pa interrupted the bliss, 

And said: ‘‘ Who is this young fellow, sis? 
And without more ado 
The young fellow flew, 

And his eyes looked exactly like this 


Evansville Argus 





A Fresh Water Salt. 


“Say, boss, will you give an old sailor 
something to get a bit of grub?” said 
weather-beaten fellow, who looked as if a 
ragman had a mortgage on. him. 

**So you are a sailor, kindly inquire¢ 
the philanthropist. 

**T used to be, your honor.” 

‘““What was the name of the craft on 
which you chewed hardtack and _ tarred 
ropes? od 

‘‘ JI forget now.” 

‘* How many masts did it have?” 

‘Didn’t have none,” uneasily replied the 
old salt, as he shifted his position. 

‘* Was it square-rigged or schooner-rigged ?” 
persisted the philanthropist, fixing his glit- 
tering eye upon the tr: amp. 

‘Didn’t have no sails,” 
grant. 

‘Then what in the name of all that floats 
was it?” 

‘It was a mud scow on the Mississippi, 
blast your eyes!” yelled the discouraged 
wretch, as he hitched up his trousers and 
sloped away with a landlubber’s gait.— 
Drake's Traveler’s Magaz ne. 


grow led the va- 


The Boy Had the Best of It. 


‘* MoTHER, is it right for a person to try 
to make a person believe something what he 
doesn’t believe?” 

‘No, son.” 

** Well, then, why do you try to make me 
believe it’s right when any one rings the 
door bell to go and peep out of the winder 
and see who it is, and if it’s sich and sich 
a one to tell her you're not in?” 

‘Well, that’s a different thing.” 

‘Oh, yes; you always say ‘that’s a dif- 
ferent thing’ when you get beat.”—Xen- 
tucky State Journal. 





No Dog Necessary in that Family. 





‘“‘T DECLARE,” remarked Mrs. Grimes, 
‘¢there’s our Sairey, as likely a gal as you'll 
find in all the country ’round, and she don’t 
have no beaus at all.” 

‘“ Well,” remarked Mr. Grimes, ‘‘ there’s 
one consolation about it, we don’t have to go 
to the expense of keepin’ a bull dog.”—Oil 
City Derrick. 


An Indiana man employs his divorced 
wife as a servant girl; and now she gets four 
more nights out « week than when she was 
his wife, and has more spending money.— 
Norristown Herald. 


THERE is a sign on a building at Los 
Angeles, Cal., which has been read by a 
woman, with the aid of an electric light, 
five miles out to sea. It must have been an 
ice-cream sign.— Yonkers Statesman. 
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A Live Commercial Traveler. 


SHERIFF Wi@@Ins, of Dallas, Texas, made 
it a prominent part of his business to ferret 
out and punish commercial travelers who 
traveled in Texas without a license; but one 
morning he met his match, a genuine Yankee 
drummer. 

‘What have you got to sell? 
asked the sheriff, as he met 


Anything?” 
the Connecti- 


cut man on the street 

“Oh, yes, I’m selling medicine—patent 
medicine. Selling Rattail’s Ready Relief, 
and it’s the be st thing in the world. You 


ought to try a bottle. It will cure your 
ague, cure rheumatism, cure anything a 
** And you will sell me a case?’ 


‘Sartinly, sir; glad to.” 

Then the sheriff bought a ane € 
‘Anything more?” asked the 
‘Yes, sir; [ want to see your 


. drummer. 


license for 


selling goods in Texas. That is my duty as 
the high sheriff of Dallas County.” 
The drummer showed him a docums 


fixed up good and strong, in black and white 
The sheriff looked at it and pronounced it 

‘all right.” ‘Then, turning to the commer- 
cial traveler, he said: 

‘1 don’t know, now that I’ve | 
stuff, that I shall ever want it. | 
that I may as well sell it to you again. 
will you for it?” 


reckon 
What 


give 


**QOh, I don’t know, that the darned stuff 
is any use to me, but seeing it’s you, sheriff, 
Pll give you a dollar for the lot, if you raly 


don’t want it.” 
The sheriff delivered back the medicine at 
four dollars discount from his own purchase 
and received his change. 
‘* Now,” said the drummer, 
question or two to ask you. 


‘l’ve 


Hev you 


got a 
got a 


drummer’s license about your trousers any- 
where?” 
‘No; I haven’t any use for the article 


myself,” replied the sheriff. 

‘*Hain’t eh? Wal, I guess we’ll see about 
that pretty darn soon. If I understand the 
law, it’s a clean case that you’ve been tradin’ 
with me, and hawkin’ and peddlin’ Rattail’s 
Ready Relief on the highway, and | shall 
inform on you—darn’d ef I don’t neow! 

When the Yankee reached the court house, 
he made his complaint, and the sheriff was 
fined eight dollars, for selling goods without 
a license. 

The sheriff was heard afterward to say that 
‘*you might as well try to hold a greased eel 


as a live Yankee.”—Zli Perkins. 





A Mythtery. 


ONE day the gods were making men, and 
after they had turned out seven or eight good 
healthy, active fellows, Jupiter, who was 
bossing the job, turned to the crowd and 
said: 

‘*We’ve run out of brains, and can’t make 
any more men to-day. I’ve gota little piece 
left here, but it isn’t big enough to make a 
man.” It was an inconceivably small object 
that the god showed them—perhaps as large 
as a pin head, or the hind legs of a Colorado 


beetle. ‘‘ Well,” he said, ‘‘ what shall I do 
with it?” and he held up a little piece of 
brain. 


‘*Guess, you'll have to make a dude of it,” 
observed one of the carelessly. ‘It’s 
not big enough for a horse, 
a mule, so you can’t make much out of it.” 

‘* All right,” sighed Jupiter, ‘“‘a dude it 
is. But it’s a pity to waste so much good 
brain where it won’t do any good anyhow.” 
And that’s how we came to have dudes.— 
Williamsport Breakfast Table. 


gods 


uught this | 


and too big for | 





THE JUDGE. 


‘* Yes sir,” said the politician to the cau- 
cus manipulator, ‘‘ the officeshould seek the 


man and not the man the office.” ‘Ex- 
actly,” answered the c. m. ‘But in this 
| case, when the office starts out to seek the 
man ——” ‘‘Yes, sir,” ‘‘I want you to 
fix it so that I will be the first man that it 


will find.” —Somerville Journal. 


‘WELL, how’s trade?” 
nati florist of another. 

‘ Dead,” was the reply; ‘‘I 
a bouquet in a week.” 


asked one Cincin- 


sold 


haven’t 


‘Nor I,” responded the other. ‘And 
here there are thirty or forty murderers in 
jail. ‘This mob business is a terrible thing. 
- Ph tlade Iphia Call. : 

It is now developed that before they an- 
nounced their intention of presenting him 
with $100,000 worth of money, Mr. Carl 
Schurz’s friends exacted from him a solemn 
promise that he would not accept the gift. 


It is furthermore stated that they had to talk 


with him nearly three weeks before they 
could him to agree to make the promise. 
We firmly believe the eminent foreigner 


has missed the grandest opportunity of his 


life.—Chicago News. 

Epiror—‘*‘ No, your honor, I am not sick, 
but I should like to be excused from jury 
duty all the same.” Judge—‘‘ For what 


reason?” Editor—‘‘ I have avery important 


article to write for the next issue of the 
paper.” Judge—‘‘ Very important is it? 
May I ask what is the subject?” Editor-— 


The jurysystem.” ‘ Ah, and what ground 
do you take?” Editor—‘‘ That all the evils 
of the system would be removed if reputable 
citizens would consent to serve.”—Philadel- 
ph ia Call. 

Some of our contemporaries are mourning 
because a slugging match or a fight 
attracts more attention and liberal financial 
patronage in this country than Italian opera. 
Well, we don’t know as there is any occasion 
for sorrow over the matter. We have only 
heard Italian Opera once or twice this win- 
ter, and if all the rest of it is like the sample 
we heard, we 
telligence and taste which leads the 
American people to prefer the rat pit.— 
Burlington Hawkeye. 


Mrs. WILLIAM WALLACE, who lives at 
Cobleskill in Schoharie county, N. Y., re- 
members when General Was shington patte »d 
her on the head nearly a century ago. The 
father of his country was then stopping at 


aog 


gor dd 


the Schuyler mansion in Cobleskill. Mrs. 
Wallace is 104 years old. She goes it very 


mild. If she chose, she might remember 
that George was madly in love with her and 
gave her a silver bracelet which she lost, 
and there’d be nobody about who could posi- 
tively contradict her.— Boston Post. 


ONE of the longest German words which 
has cheered us recently occurred in a report, 
that happily proved false, of the death of 
Dr. Lange. It stated that one of his chief 
claims to scholarly admiration was his book 
entitled ‘‘ Theolegischehomiletische Bible- 
werk.” There are by actual count just 
twenty-four letters in the first word of his 
title. We have not read the contents of the 
book, for the very title seems to us to be by 
itself satisfying. Ever since that book which 
came out long ago, ‘‘Green asa Lemon is 
He,” titles have told so much that little 
more has appeared to be necessary. 


2,000 for singing 
No wonder she is in love 


CLARA Lovise KELLOGG is to receive $1 
twenty nights in Paris—$600 a night! 
with Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup, the great remedy for coughs and 
colds, for what would she do without it, if she should be attacked 
suddenly by hoarseness. 


rather admire the superior in- 























Ought to Divide Fare. 


‘Say, Shorty,” said a passenger to a 
horse-car conductor, ‘‘ what has become of 
Bilks, who used to run a ear on this line? ” 

‘“Got the g. b. the other day from the 
company.” 

‘What was the matter? ” 

‘Why, he took seventy fares on the up 
trip, and only reported thirty.?’ 

‘Seems to me he was rather greedy.” 

** Yes, Bilks were too much of a hog, an’ 
that don’t pay in the long run, ’cause it 
makes the company dissatisfied. I don’t 
think it right to do anything onreasonable. 
You see, the company furnishes the 
an’ the cars, and then pays the conductor an’ 
the driver, besides the necessary repairs an’ 
losses. A man oughter act square an’ he 
won't get left. Bilks oughter done the fair 
thing by the company an’ give ’em half, any- 
way, and then he collected five fares from 
gers and rang three on the indicator 
with the conscienciousness of an honest man. 

~Texas Siftings. 


hosses 


passen 


The Value of a Knowledge of Good 
Grammar. 


do not wish to place the 
‘arrying out 


WE 


of succeeding 


desirability 
burglaries be- 


in « 


fore the minds of the young, but it may be 
worth while to mention that success in any 
field is rendered easier by a knowledge of the 


rules of grammatical constr This is 
illustrated by the following anecdote: 

An old lady, nearly blind, heard a noise 
in the upper part of her house, and on call- 
ing up stairs she was answered by a strange 


mother.” 


uction. 


or ** Tt 


tS me, 






voice, 8a 


Having brought up her children to use 
proper language, the old lady knew at once 
that there was a strange man in the house, 
and quickly effected her escape to a neigh- 


suffered some violence at 


bogus son. 


bor’s, although she 
the hands of the 

Burglars in that city will hereafter proba- 
bly add an English grammar to their ‘‘ kits.” 
— Good # 


eer. 





“Com.” 


IN producing new plays, ‘‘ cuts,” or short- 


| ening of speeches or scenes nearly always 


have to be made, for no matter how experi- 
enced or able may have been the direction of 
a play nothing but an actual performance 
before an audience will reveal the weak or 
tiresome passages. Frequently the altera- 
tions are of a radical nature, though it is not 
often they go as far as that sugge sted by the 
famous English wit and dramatist, Henry J. 
Byron. 

This gentleman was present at 
performance of one of his plays. 
act had very slowly, and during the 
wait between that and the second, a great 
noise of sawing was audible behind the cur- 
tain. 

‘ What’s all that sawing, 
a friend who shared his box. 

‘*T don’t know,” replied the dejected au- 
thor; ‘‘ but I think they are cutting out the 
next act.” 


the first 
The first 


gone 


asked 


syron?’ 





Columbia Bicycles 
is what every Boy wants, and what every 
Man ought to have. 

Send 3-cent stamp for new elegantly Illustra 
ted 36-page Catalogue and Price-List 
THE POPE MANUFACTURING CO., 

626 Washington St., 
Branch House, 


Boston, Mass. 
12 Warren street, New York. 


HIRES’. IMPROVED ROOT BEER 
Package, 25c,. Makes 5 gallons of a delic 


rkling and wholesome beverage. 
y all Brugets gists, or sent by mail on 
Hires, 48 N. Del. Ave., Philadelphia, Pa. 











receipt of 25c, C. ‘E. 



































THE JUDGE. 


‘““ A CIGAR,” remarked old Topcol, “is like 

aN AG AN, NA VY an advertisement; the less it ph. the more 
» P y ing j rf s.”’— Burline theeye 
gv* COLUMBIAN Co, puffing it wants.”—Burlington Hawkeye. 

A FASHION item says that ladies are giy- 

BREWERY d MALT HOUSE | ing up the ‘‘ bang,” but we notice that a 

all | great many of them still hang on to the 

**powder.”—Norr. Herald. 


W 31RDS are still worn for hat ornaments, 
450 : 26th Street, | but care should be taken to have the little 
BETWEEN NINTH & TENTH AVE’S. | creature’s throats incased in red flannel. The 
— | effect is very fine.— Boston Transcript. 
JAMES PLANAGAN, / TOW OV rt LITTLE FLAXEN Hatr—‘ Papa, it’s rain- 
JOSEPH 0. NAY, > NEW YORK. |...” Mecca tt : eal 


| og.” Perrys S wwhe ‘ A y wark 
WM. L. FLANAGAN. | ing.” Papa (somewhat annoyed by work in 


hand)—‘*‘ Well, let it rain.” Little Flaxen 
— d six cents for 
\ PRILE. &: th nan anything elec 
— 

















nati Enquirer. 











Hair (timidly)—‘‘I was going to.”—Cincin- | 


| 


t ork of 

he workers absolutely sure. At once Ir would have -_ Mr. Darwin’s soul 
address TruE & Co Benwtg Maine 
good to have heard an American brakeman, 
Send $1, $2, 3. or $5 fora retail box, | Working spare in a: vend swear and howl 
a en “of the be and strietly pure, | @DOut the missing link while he stumbled 
Su sult i : “fon pee over a stack of pins at every step.—Hawkeye. 
Address, GUNTHER, Confectioner, THE new law and order party made a very | 


78 Madison St., Chicago. | noor showing in Cincinnati. ‘T’oo many of 


‘the best citizens,” perhaps, are still disa- 
bled by wounds received in their recent battle 





| patch. 

Ir is not pleasant, after you have been 

ss Gossamer Garth its aa samples, free. Als repeating in your best voice several operatic 

PIR- M'F'G CO. WILLIAMSBURG N. ¥ | gems, to have your friend look up with a 
oe n | a wearied countenance and ask you, ‘‘if you 

| hadn’t just as lief sing as do that, you know.” 








| —Boston Transcript. , 
} | A RURAL debating society is now strug- 
gling with the question, ‘* Resolved, That | 
hunting for Capt. Kidd’s buried treasure is a 
surer road to wealth than buying ry 


lottery 
tickets.” The opinion of the society appears 
to be pretty evenly divided.— Norristown 
Herald. 

ONE of the United States war vessels has 
been ordered on special duty to carry the 
daughters of Senator Edmunds from Nassau 
to Florida. Our navy i8 not much of a bel- 
ligerent, but when it comes to showing atten- 


PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. | tion to ladies it beats the world.- San Fran- 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. | “°°? Examiner. 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square 2 Upright 


—-IAWNOoOS. 
Warerooms: 3 W. 14th St. & 129 E. 125th St. 


Factory, N. E.-corner 124 st. and Ist ave., New York. 





Travel around the World in your | ‘THREE pedestrians were in town last week, | 
— Chair. They wanted a few cents’ help. They said | 
Their compact form and accurate work particularly | 


they were flood sufferers. They appeared to 
= adapt them for Home Amusement ome . 7 
With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living | be remarkably dry for people who had been | 
may be earned. {#° VIEWS in stock, and made to order. g sreran ° > . iggias 1 Vs > 
ay Socareed. ta” 8 eae MANUEL | i's’HartT, | Submerged; but then, the Mississippi Valley | 
fth Avenue, New York. | jg a great way off, and it is a long walk.— 
Danbury News. 












) Y R INVENTED. Piaceit on the ee ° - 
Sart Y F.er mead cut 1 will roll ond exuiren | joined queries and replies recently occurred 


See soars hand ot ell, bat will veil offen sees in Sunday school: Teacher—‘‘ How many 
representation ofthis amusing and instructive men have you read of by the name of 
“presets a bemutiul we palit oy — | James?” Scholar— ‘‘ Two.” Teacher— 
“7 ‘What were their names?” Scholar— 

«Frank and Jesse.” — Philadelphia Call. 
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as placed thereon, Our illustration is a correct 





ms Ac treme 
sar 63 WER WO eRecs N.Y. 


| In one of the new girls’ schools: The 
R i i rr t } RE inspector arrives to make an examination. 


bd rig ‘ » » Ss e > , y 
RELIEVED and CURED without the injury Trusses inflict, by I wish to have the best informed young 





with the police and militia. St. Louis Dis- | 


THE GREATEST SCIENTIFIC CURI- A CORRESPONDENT writes that the sub- 


Dr. J. A. SHERMAN’S method. Omee, 251 Broadway, New York | lady come to the blackboard,” he says solemn- | 


His book, with photographic likenesses of bad cases, before and | , ry . 
after cure, mailed for 10 cents | ly. No one moves. " hen, Rays he grace- 


fully, ‘*T should like the prettiest one to 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL | come.” They all stand up.—French Paper. 








DR Ir is understood that this season the Con- 
kes | r | cord School of Philosophy will issue pamph- 
DYES | phlets bearing such titles as will make them 

| read even by the young, and _ in spite of the | 


ALEC TRO- VOLTAIC BELT and othe . “ELECTRIC 

“Y APPLIANCES are sent on 30 Days’ Trial TO 
MEN ONLY, YOUNG OR OLD, who are suffer- 
ing from Nervovs Destity, Lost VITALITY, 
Wasting Weaknesses, and all those diseases of a 
PERSONAL NATU RE, resulting from ABUSES and 
OTHER Causes. Speedy relief and complete 
restoration to FEeALTH, ViGoR and_Maxnoop 
GuUARANTEFD. Send at once for Illustrated 
Pamphlet free. Address 


Voltaic Belt Co., Marshall, Mich. 


abstruse subjects discussed. To catch the 
eve of the youthful lover of yellow literature, 
these new works will probably be entitled 

‘Patsy, the Pretty Protoplasm,” or ‘* Mad 
Mike, the Avenging Molecule of Massachu- 


burg Chronicle Telegraph. 





setts,’’ or ‘‘ Bully Bill, the Bacteria.” — Pités- | 


Franklin Square Lithooraphie Co. 


—— STEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS :—— 
FINE COL( R WORK A SPECIALTY. 

PHOTO-LITHOGRAPHIC REPRODUCTIONS. 
Estimates Carefully Prepared. 


324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., 
NEW YORK— 


CATARRH 





Six Well Known 
Citizens’ Opinions. 





Ex-Mayor R. W. Townley: Judge 
Tr. F.MeCor k; E. H. Sherwood, 
Banker; J. McGuire, Banker; G.S 
avis, Banke " O. Tichenor, 
Merchant—all of Elizabeth, N. J., 
earnestly mmend Ely’s Cream 
Balm as a 8} fie for itarrhal 
affection 
CREAM BALM causes no pain 
Cives relief at once. Cleanses 
the head Causes healthy secre 
tions. Abates inflammation A 
thorough treatment will cure 
Not a liquid or snuff Applied 
with the finger. Send for circular 
cents at Druggists 
) cents by iail regist 


‘red 
ELY BROTHERS, Druggists, Owego, N. Y 


SALOON- MEN, STUDY YOUR INTERESTS ! 


THis machine is en 
tirely automatic, re 
quiring no attention 
when once started; 
it will force any 
number of barrels of 
beer or other liquids 





from the cellar and 
keep them pure and 
fresh, down to the 
last glass. Flat Beer 
is never known 


where it is used. No 
live saloon can af 
ford to be without it 
It will pay for its 
cost in a short time. 
For descriptive cata 
logue and price, to 
any address, apply to 


“THE STANDARD PUMP MANUF'’G C0.” 
215 Centre Street, New York 
Agents wanted in every town and city. Address as above for 
full particulars. Mention THE JUDGE 








CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVE.,—OLDEST 
Baby Carriage Factory in the world. Latest 
styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood. 
CARRIAGES AND SPRINGS, 

indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co.. of 2th st., Dr. 
Shrady and others, as perfect in construction, 
safe and healthful. Boys’ and Girls’ Velocipedes, 
Wagons, Doll Carri: , Bicycles, &c. Whole 
sale and Retail. Catalogues free. Open evenings. 
Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulky. 
569 THIRD AVENUE, near 37th st., NEW YORK. 

244 FULTON STREET, cor. Pierrepont, BROOKLYN. 


T have a positive 
remedy for the 
above disease; by 
its use yore 

indeed, 


cases of the worst kind an foc et De geri: have been cure 
pod ecbne in faith in its eff atl willse nae BOTTLES FREES 
together with a VALUABLE TREATIS E on this disease, to any — rer. 
Give Express and P. O. address DR, T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St. owe 


D® FOOTE’ ORIGINAL MET HODS 
OLD EYES Made New without doc. 1 
RUPTURE eerie 0 | I 


PHIMOSIS (ered sinententing: (TD Dt 











pain less,safe, sure 


NERVOU § Bebility, etc. ; causes 


nd rations al t treatment. / Five 


CHRON 1¢ Diseases of all kinds— pamphlets 


so-called “incurable.” LOc.each.) 


Address Dr. E. B. FOOTE, 3x, N.Y. City 





Beautiful Fibrene Handkerchiefs 
WANTED, AGENTS AND LADIES EVERYWHERE * rellour New 


Fibrene BRENSA I - 

ported article LIGHT a8 FINE SILK, a es TT in ay = ur tot 

finest linen, 1 dozen Samples showing w? ecia 

terms) Mailed postpaid for ony Yos rts, B i , 8: an 

ELEGant oo ROLLED BOLD mau ¥-Rounn j FREE all 
aid. RARE CHANTE T 


oun. SHERWOOD & EB ai Nuasainn i. 


WEAK AND UNDEVELOPED PARTS OF THE 


HUMAN BODY ENLARGED, DEVELOPED & STRENGTH- 
ENED,” etc., isan interesting advertisement long run in our 
paper. In reply toinquiries we will say that there is no evi 
dence of humbug about this. On the contrary, the advertisers 
are very highly endorsed. Interested persons may get sealed 
circulars giving all partic —% by addressing F RIE MEDICAL 
CO., P. O, Box 513, Buffalo, N —[Toledo Evening Lee, 


Thu elegant solid my ring, made oi 
Heavy 18 K. Relled Gold, packed in 
Velvet Casket, a oe! - years, 
Enis paid, 45c., 8B for $1.2 BO 

prac, “Beauties,” ali Gola. -~ 


packs 1,00 bill, = a tee Geld Rive Fre on, 108, 
and this °o a: ree. 
— ARD CO., CENTERBROOK, CONN 














el 


exmm 
saa 


eee ae 


ieee 


aed 


Sta 


——— 


eg RE EE EE SIRT 


= 








{ 
t 








THE JUDGE 








pens 


aS 
ee 


es eee 
APS Cio 
ea oF 














, WMT eae he 
CLUB WINDOW MA SHERS 


d3 
a 
—_—- 
< 











pe fet se Vegan sinter RSE? zt 


ER AND THE MASKE 














oer Z 





THE MASHING MANIA. 


















